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Prologue 
PROLOGUE 


‘lam, as you know, Paavo Lotjonen’. 


Extending a broad, rather calloused hand, what looked like a palm full of dirt began to turn dark, and a tiny 
sprout with seed leaves burst forth. The second set of leaves had begun to open when Proctor Ellar spoke. 


"Paavo, an excellent demonstration, please don't let it get big enough for a pot" 

Paavo tenderly closed his hand, and the seedling disappeared 

The roomful of people nodded or applauded quietly, and Paavo sat down 

Everyone knew Paavo. He was a bit older than the rest of us being granted the Ylio path, but that was 
because he was from far North, and had spent some of his years traveling, just to reach Elamanlahde. Most 


of us had been born here, raised here, in the heart of the Greenlands, just hoping to be acceptable to the 


Elam. 


He was not as tall as some of us, and broader than most of us. He was incredibly strong, especially when he 
was outside. His accent was a little strange to one's ears at first, and he didn't always know some of the 


things we Suomi took for granted as knowledge we'd gained as children. 


Proctor Ellar gestured to the next student to be introduced. He was a pale blonde man who'd spent most of 
the past month walking the rings as we waited. He'd spoken to few people, showing up for meals and little else. 


Elamanlahde was vast, and every curve held inscriptions, from the common to the arcane. Carvings, statues, 
paintings, and libraries nestled together inside each ring of ancient stone, where gates allowed passage from 


ring to ring. 


He stood, then said quietly "| am Mikko Siren’. Suddenly the room smelled strongly of rain, and some of us 
looked up, to see if a hole had appeared in the ceiling. A few drops pattered down, and Ellar smiled at the young 
man. We applauded politely again, and there were whispers, despite Proctor Linno's throat clearing. 


Introductions went on, Proctor Ellar droning occasionally if someone went too long. One young girl shifted, and 
stood, transparent and shimmering, outside of our time, until we caught up to her. 


It was impressive. 


Another young man had caught the room's attention. He was tall, taller than anyone I'd ever seen, and shone 
like the sun - golden skin, long dark gold hair, with blue sky eyes. 


With a voice far deeper than belied his looks, he announced "| am Eicca Toppinen". 


Few would admit it, but the air in the room changed. A veil of heat, then for one second a flash of flame, 
burning hotter than dragon oil. There was applause, but an air of consternation touched the room, particularly 


from two of the older proctors. 


There were only a few introductions left finally, when there was a knock on the chamber door. Proctor Ellar 


reached the door quickly. We could hear whispering, and then Ellar saying "well, come in" 


"Since you are standing, go ahead and make your introduction" 


The figure that had come into the room pulled back the hood of his cloak. Black hair, with both blonde and 
reddish streaks tumbled to his shoulders. 


He flung his arms wide and announced loudly "I am Perttu Kivilaakso! 

Spinning on his heel, he pointed at me and said "It's fallen behind your desk You didn't leave it in the library." 

| nodded and smiled, with no idea what he was referring to. We waited for a moment to see if there would be 
a demonstration, but evidently not, as Proctor Ellar got Perttu seated, and we went through the final few 


introductions. The very last introduction was someone | had met before. His name was Varas Saajan. He could 


move without a sound and hide in plain sight. I'd seen it with my own eyes. He disappeared before us, dangling a 


pen from Proctor Linno's pocket as he came into sight. He returned the pen, and bowed deeply to Linno, then to 


us, as a room full of people. 


Linno moved to the front of the room, and formally introduced himself and Proctor Ellar as the Protectorates 
of the Yliopiston MD at the Elamanlahde. We were formally charged with upholding the Elamanlahde's codes, 
codicils, secrets and sanctuaries. As those at the bottom rung of a very tall ladder, our behavior to our 
elders and superiors was to be respectful, decent, quiet, non-demonstrative.my mind wandered, idly wondering 


what it was | thought | had left in the library, that was actually behind my desk. 


Proctor Linno carried on until Ellar began to shift uncomfortably in his seat. | snapped from reverie as we 


were being dismissed into the school, for better or worse. 


Many long years have passed since the day of Yliopiston MD. Some of us have stayed right here at 
Elamanlahde, witnesses to the age, the struggles and the triumphs. There were heroes, of song and story, but 


also those may never be known, outside that day. 


Before | tell you of the true heroes, a few more words about Varas. He was many things, but he was not 
truly evil. Misguided, misunderstood, perhaps he felt betrayed; | knew him to be good. Not the heartless, 


malevolent killer the world believes of him now. 


Air 


Author's Notes: 


The author begs your patience while we learn of our heroes beginnings. 


Life at Elamanlahde was always interesting. Those chosen for a path were there because a talent had 
manifested early. 

Here in Suomi, children were exposed to higher magic at an early age. 

Music and song tied magic to our lives. Children learned at their mother's knee the phrase for the starting of 
a fire, the home song, and myriad others that made our world what it is. When a child showed higher magical 


ability, particularly early on, the Elam would visit. 


Madaleinea, the woman who had come from the Elamanlahde, arrived on a late spring afternoon, shortly before 


Perttu was to turn twelve. His parents had introduced him to her. 
"Perttu, would you play for us, tomorrow morning, as the sun rises? 
Madaleinea had asked him, her whole attention focused on him, gently, without examination. 


"It is a beautiful time to hear music such as yours. Now go and have some fun young man. Relax and do not 


worry. We know." 

Perttu had grinned, then nodded and bowed, as he excused himself. 

Before the doors were closed, the argument began, his father's face had stiffened, obviously displeased with 
the woman's request. His mother already pleading. 


"Julhani. Please. You knew when we joined what the potential was. Please, | beg you, let him be everything he 


can be." 


"WINGS! He cannot sprout wings and fly. He is NOT a bird. He is my son! Marah, he is not focused, he lacks 


discipline, he's off with his head in the clouds all the time. He never studies. | want him to be a master." 


"Julhani. When was the last time you were here when Perttu was practicing? You should listen to OUR son 
sometime. A master? Our son is ALREADY a master. His connection is so strong, he can manifest, change his 


body at will. No one in my family has been able to do that in a thousand years, and yours either." 


"Marah, Julhani. The Elam know Perttu has extraordinary talent. Look at who his parents are, both of you, 


from long lines of deep connection. The world needs him. There are others being sought as well, things are 


changing, and the Greenlands will have need of him. You must let him be who he is." 


Perttu remembered the shouting, his father's need for constant study, constant practice, watching, analyzing, 
words of encouragement and praise few and far between. His father was a master, a leader, an important man 


in the community. Perttu wanted nothing more than to make music, and in his dreams, fly. 


His mother tried so hard to temper his father's words and wants. She laughed with delight and called him an 
angel the first time wings black as soot burst from his coat, the rip of blue brocade a purring counterpoint to 


the creeping pizzicato coming from his strings. 
His wings weren't all of his connection either. Sometimes he could hear what others thought, or felt. He could 
see written music in his head, notes and tablature swirling along, dancing with the sounds of nature, or of a 


rocking chair. 


The evening meal was quiet, Madaleinea complimenting dessert especially. She smiled at Perttu when she saw 


him make a double handful of sweetcakes disappear. 

Soon after the meal, Madaleinea asked Julhani and Marah to play for her. She flicked her eyes at Perttu, and 

her soft melodious voice said in his head "Stay, | want your father to see what you are more than capable of. 
Make him see the music as you see it” 

They moved toward the larger room, where several cellos, a floor harp and other musical paraphernalia lived. 


"What should we play Marah? Something from the family?" Julhani asked, gazing at his wife. 


"Perhaps Firefly. With the second and third variations." Marah responded, knowing it was one of Perttu's 


favorites as a child. A ghost of a frown crossed Julhani's mouth. 


He nodded curtly, and they settled themselves, Julhani with his cello, Marah with the harp, both limbering up 


and beginning to focus on making music. 
Madaleinea sat in one of the larger chairs, and Perttu, quiet as he had been all evening, perched on a stool. 
She glanced at Perttu again, and nodded. 


The music began as it always had, with single notes from the harp, then the cello floated in, carrying a sweet 


melody. Perttu's eyes closed, and he began to connect to his parents music. 


Madaleinea saw it first, a flash of green, just inside the open window. Then another, and then several at once. 


Fireflies, drawn to, and then coaxed a tiny bit, dancing and flashing, in time to the music. Perttu's hands 


directed them, swirling and dipping, tiny flashes of light. 


In a soft voice, Marah said "Julhani, look up." He saw his conservatory filled with flashes of green light, moving 
as if they were dancing, all around Perttu. The melody died as Julhani pulled away from the strings of his cello, 
but Marah's fingers carried on. The fireflies moved in patterns, mimicking the notes she played, an eye blink 


after each. 


Julhani set the bow down, and leaned his beloved instrument against the case, turned from them, and walked 


out of the room. 


He never noticed the tears beginning to slide down his son's pale cheeks. 


"Have you been awake all night Perttu?" Madeleinea's voice asked from the shadows of the garden 
"No ma'am, | slept." 


He could just make out the figure of the proctoress from the Elam seated on one of the benches in the pre- 


dawn purples sweeping across the sky. 


| sent your mother to wake your father. | expect he will be less than happy. | want you to play, and play fully. 
Should your wings want to come, let them. If your feet leave the ground, be careful, flying is an art; ask a 


bird sometime. Ah, | believe | hear them coming." 


Marah and Julhani arrived just in time to see Perttu unbutton his shirt and pull it from his thin frame, 


dropping it over a branch. 

"Good morning mother, father." 

Marah moved to her son and kissed his forehead. "Play well" she whispered. 

Julhani made no such move, nor acknowledged his son's greeting. He sat on the bench, unseeing. 


The pale dawn light began to peek over the horizon, and Perttu began to play. Slowly, a melody emerged, pure 
and clean, like the new day. Every note fit into the next note, the pauses immaculate, every measure perfect. 
The sun rose behind Perttu, and as he played, he changed. Long flight feathers, shining in the sun ended the 
wings that had come from his shoulders, Julhani looked at them, in a sort of dumb shock, and as he played, 
the wings began to move. The music was coming to its peak, and they watched, as his feet left the ground and 
he floated, eyes closed in ecstasy. 


Fire 
"Again" 


The boy raised his sword, and the man attacked him. Block, thrust, muscles trembling with exertion and 


exhaustion. 

"Watch my eyes." 

Jakku had pounded into him repeatedly. His eyes said he was going right, but Eicca suspected and questioned 
every move the older man made now, after so many sessions, just like this one. A perfect feint, and Eicca's 
sword tip rested exactly where it should be, at the edge of the leather gambeson, where the slightest 
pressure would have certainly killed the instructor. 

"Good." 

Jakku conceded, without so much as a blink. 

The sword dropped, and the boy regarded the man for a moment, words unspoken crossing his face. 

"Thank you" rumbled out his mouth. 

Eicca sheathed his sword and stood, waiting. 

"That's all for today, at least from me. Proctor Ellar asked you be sent to him when you were done." 


"Yes sir." 


Jakku watched the boy who was not yet quite a man walk away. Tall for his age, lean still, but time would fill 


him out. 
"He's something, isn't he? 


A voice startled Jakku out of his thoughts. Olivan, the archery instructor was a friend. Together they had 


taught many young men and more than a few young women the two basic martial arts. 


"He is frightening. How old now? Thirteen, fourteen later this summer perhaps? It's been a long time since one 
so young has challenged me so consistently. And you, Olivan - | watched practice a few days ago. He simply 
does not miss. Few archers are good swordsmen, and even fewer swordsmen are good archers, yet he is both. 


It un-nerves me. It un-nerves me almost as much as his fire." 


The swordsman walked away, leaving the archer to ponder his words. 


"Come in Eicca" 


The door into the practice room swung open and his student walked in, blue eyes flicking from side to side, as 


if checking for hidden dangers. 


The proctor sat at his enormous desk and worktable, rolls of parchment, inkpots, dead quills and mugs strewn 


all over the desk end, strings of horsehair, blocks of rosin, a broken bow and various other items the other. 
"Please, sit. 

"Yes sir." 

"Eicca, what would you like to do this afternoon?" 

"Sir? | thought | was here to practice." 

"Eicca, what would make you happy this afternoon? What would bring a smile to your face? What would." 
"the forge." the words slipped from his mouth before his brain could berate him for even having the thought. 
"Eicca, you know we can't. Our forges never sleep. Someone would see, even those sworn to Elamanlahde would 
have a hard time believing. Someone would talk, if not today, sometime. It is too dangerous, no one has had 
your power in an age. Should your magic ever fall into the wrong hands, The Greenlands would suffer greatly." 


Eicca stared at the man, his eyes like ice, full lips set in a grim line. 


"Then why did you ask me what would make me happy? | did not ask for this talent” the boy's deep voice at 
odds with the pain suddenly written on his face. 


"I belong at my father's forge, which was his father's, and his father's father's. | belong at the anvil. With a 
hammer in my hand, not a bow. Why? Why me? Tell me." 


Eicca..you know we don't know." the proctor paused, his own doubts clear in the face of awful truth. 


"You know we continue to search old manuscripts, looking for ways to help you. | have three youngsters with 


good eyesight and decent pens transcribing the oldest we have. Day and night. For you, to help you." 
The tall young man stood up and began to pace. 


"Can | not go the back of the forge, where few work? Just to be there." 


"I swear | can control it, | will not burn anything. Bank the back forge, let me make cold shoes or nails. 


Anything. Please? | swear | can. Please?" 
His desperate voice touched Ellar, and he almost gave in to Eicca's pleadings. 
‘Lam sorry, Eicca. | cannot let you. Not yet." 


"Yet. Yet. Yet. What does that mean? That maybe someday when | am old and gray you will let me straighten 


swords? 


Many years later, when Ellar was passing, he told me that as he sat in his workroom, with a young Eicca 
Toppinen pacing back and forth; as they spoke of his magic, the temperature in the room rose until he was 
sweating as though he were in a sauna And that Eicca had not noticed, nor had there been a single bead of 


moisture on his brow. 


